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	Wayfarer

Prologue

**A/N: Read This! Okay, so this story will take place in an era where development is messed up as hell (The one part of the story where I will try to, but may not be logical. After all, this is the world of Pokemon). The weaponry is basically medieval era, and it never really changed, but progressed, so they've honed blades to perfection, bows that have higher and higher ranges, etc. Electricity and electrical appliances do exist, but not in all places. I should have explained the following earlier: Each city basically falls under the leading clan of the city, which often specializes in a particular Pokemon type. Larger or more populated cities will generally have a gym, run by their leading clan, as a revenue center, etc. (other functions explained in the story). Now cities that specialize in electric types, they sure as hell have electricity and have progressed to computer as well. Trade allows this stuff to spread. Other than that. Dragon specializing cities have electricity. Allow me to elaborate. Because dragons are impervious to electricity, fire, water and grass, (Mostly), I've made it that their scales absorb the energy, (from fire and electricity) and the dragons can use it to accelerate cell regeneration. So, from fallen scales, dragon specializing cities make dragon glass. A nigh indestructible, black (slight hue of the scales it was made from) barely transparent glass like substance which are basically solar panels, and are exported. Only dragon cities can afford to use them for other things, like in higher clans, armor and weaponry. Which indirectly brings me to the blood oath thing. Clans who specialize in types, and are powerful, will generally have taken a blood oath with either a species or a whole type of Pokemon, by sacrificing a little bit of blood, (same for the draconic leader of the species/type) which by ethereal forces, are drawn into the others veins, creating a blood bond. This can dilute across generation (Also by birthing a child with someone who doesn't have the same bond) if not refreshed. Benefits explained later. So Dragon cities in a nutshell have technology and electricity. I think that's it? Anything else should be explained below. Oh yeah, when you get to the part where someone is explaining how to cook a steak, forgive me if the recipe is 1) horrible, 2) produces an inedible monstrosity, 3) etc. I hope you all like it. PLEASE REVIEW! It encourages the writer and reassures them that people like their work and makes the effort put in worth it.**

* * *

><p>Black's each and every step echoed on the steps carved into the mountainside as he climbed the roughly five hundred steps that led up to the league pavilion under the scorching rays of the sun, ultraviolet radiation breaking through the ozone layer near the mountainous region in small amounts. Beads of sweat formed on his brow and ran down his face, making small stains on the finish of his armor's plating.<p>

"Black, where do you think we're going this time?" Walking behind Black in the company of four was a man of twenty one, his blond hair cropped so short it was barely visible. His blue eyes stood out against his pale face, sparkling in the sunlight as he hefted his pack over his shoulder and climbed, his lanky frame bent over slightly.

"Your guess Rick. Best thing you can do is examine the team and guess what the mission is. From the looks of it, we may be fighting something today." Black remarked, having already gone over the same string of thought around two hundred steps earlier.

"Speedy, Frosty, myself, and you, Dragon heart." Rick exercised his sense of humor, not in any way similar to that of native Unovans, and called the others by the nicknames he had contrived for them over the past three missions. The Johtan was about as funny as a funeral on most occasions, despite trying harder than any of them. The only things he had running for him were the nicknames

"You know, I think we might just be fighting a dragon." Rick hefted his pack higher over his shoulder and straightened his back.

Black didn't reply, instead checking his pack as they approached the Titanium gates into the League Pavilion. The roof was a about four stories high, and whilst it was held up because it was chiseled into the mountain, as was everything else, there were four carved pillars inside the pavilion around the statue of the first Unova Champion supporting it. Black stared through the massive titanium gates into the open area, four staircases leading to four separate rooms, one on each side of the pavilion, belonging to the Elite Four.

The gates swung open without a noise, their hinges held together by psychic energy. Sitting in the open area of the pavilion, at the conference table, were four people so powerful their very presence emanated energy.

"Sir, Echo Squadron, reporting for duty, Sir!" Rick immediately sobered up, hitting the ground with the base of his pike and coming to attention, the others following his lead.

"Echo Squadron…. What were they here for again?" A young lady who seemed to be asleep spoke up. Her blonde, uncut hair flowed down from her cap like a blanket behind her, her pink sleeping gown glowing ever so slightly. Sitting in her lap was a Pokemon inside a thick layer of protective gel it generated. A white organism which was little more than a smoothed out brain with black eyes sat amidst the gel it used as a buffer layer, moving around with its psychic power.

"Humilau." A tall, built man with unkempt, fiery red hair and a beard tied into a ponytail stood up, walking around the table. His poncho went as far down as his waist, revealing a pajama like tweed trouser, and sandals made from armor leather.

"Echo Squadron….. You are all new I take it… that you are working as a fixed squadron?" a second woman spoke up without looking up from her work. Her purple hair was tied back in a massive bun to avoid tangling with her black coast. A large orange bead, around the size of Black's palm, rested on her neck. She continued to write away in what Black presumed was an empty book with her quill. "What are your names?"

Black could have sworn that he saw the quill moving on its own but he didn't believe it until he saw a flicker of a ghost near the woman.

"Ma'am, Richard Janus." Rick spoke up, using his full name whilst looking down at the patterned marble he stood on.

"Ma'am, Alice Casernes." The third member of the company spoke up, a young girl of around eighteen with short brown hair tied into a pony tail resting on her neck, not short but not tall either, and green eyes that sparkled like emeralds.

"Angelina DeLuca Francesca Mason Ma'am." The last member of their company, one whom had only introduced herself as Aegis when they first met, revealed her name to them all at long last, her long, sleek black hair shining on top of her armor.

"And you?" The first woman, the blonde, spoke, staring vacantly at a wall. Her eyes were milky white except for the pupils, which were a light grey. People assumed she was blind, but in truth she simply preferred not to use her eyes.

"Ma'am. Black Lacunosa." Black spoke up, staying straight and holding his head high. His brother was high up in the legion, leaving no mystery as to why the man with the fiery hair stared at him with recognition.

"Echo Squadron. There is a pod of Gyarados outside of Humilau, around twenty miles off their coast. The direction is uncertain, their city leader, their gym leader, is tracking them. He himself is injured and unable to deal with the problem at hand." The man began explaining their mission, a bug like Pokemon with a massive red forehead covered in markings, and grey wrappings around the remainder of its body hovered above his head with its arms folded.

"Gyarados are at the best of times without mercy. This pod has become host to Dragon Sickness. Which one does not matter, the method of eradication is the same as it is. As much as I would like to avoid death, it seems that whilst it doesn't matter in the end game which sickness it is, it is a sickness which Gyarados cannot fight having lost all of their draconic blood due to genetic evolution over the years. Your job is to kill them and freeze them over so as to prevent the epidemic from spreading. I am sure you are aware of the chaos caused the last time a Pokemon illness turned into a human epidemic. There is a fog bank over the Eastern Mountains, so I want you to report to the East Departure Bay. Flyer Alpha Gale will lead you out of the league and through the fog bank. Go now. If you accomplish this mission efficiently, I'll consider your names for a promotion as it is." He finished, gesturing towards the road leading east from the gates.

"Sir yes sir!" Rick saluted the Elite Four member, turning on his heel and marching out behind the others. "Squadron, East!"

The four of them turned again, marching off to the East to head to the departure bay and fly out of the area to their mission. Humilau was a good deal away. Even by air it would take two to three days to make it to the site.

"Black, how old are you?" Alice asked, once they were a good distance away from the pavilion, having marched for a half an hour.

"I'm fifteen." Black replied quietly, tightening the straps on his armor. The standard issue Legion armor consisted of thick leather gauntlets, going all the way to his fingers, with a premade storage area for seven to ten minimized crystal spheres otherwise known as pokeballs. He had a generally flexible neck brace to prevent someone from cutting his head from behind, and a chest-piece with metal guards stitched into it. His legs were protected by flying breeches and boots, both made of leather thick enough to withstand wind cuts, and most likely a weaker blow from a blade.

They approached the departure bay after another quarter of an hour, a hub of activity for the League's fighting ranks, the Legion. Legion members of almost all ranks filled the area, milling around as they landed, took off or prepared. The road to the armory led through the east bay, ensuring it was never empty. Fourth Rank Legion members were few, those who were present easily identifiable. Those who managed to reach five were rarely seen, and generally unknown. Apart from them, members of the first to third ranks were milling around the area in masses.

Black looked around, trying to find the area for assigned flyers, but Rick had already found it, and headed off in that direction. He ran to catch up to the rest of the squadron, the weight of his pack finally beginning to affect him.

"Flyer Alpha Gale, Echo Squadron, reporting for escort." Aegis greeted him, the thin eighteen year old with a wispy brown beard nodding in reply.

"Alright. You're heading to Humilau right? Follow me." He said, walking off in the direction of a massive, sleeping Aerodactyl. There was an old oak wood table next to the fossil Pokemon, littered with maps of Unova and a few of other regions. A lamp was swinging slightly on a rope in the den like area where the table had been set up, it's light wavering.

He dug around the table for a second, pulling up a full map of Unova after a while and pushing everything else to one side to lay it out and examine it. He pressed it flat against the table and pulled a tray full of plotting tools towards him, taking the pencil out of its place.

"Okay, so we're here right now." He began, circling the East Departure bay's prominently marked out location on the map and gesturing towards it. "You have to go here."

He marked out Humilau city with the pencil, taking some of the other tools out of the tray as well and setting them up.

"This will be our route. I'm only supposed to take you as far as the exit to from the mountains, so I'll explain the rest to you right now."

Using the tools, he calculated and marked out a relatively safe route over North Eastern Unova and Lacunosa City to the Tine, the mountain range running across the East of Unova and cutting of the majority of that side from the sea, and from there in a slightly southwards direction so as to stay away from the dense jungle region on the ocean as a landing spot before finishing the route in Humilau.

"So this route will take you about two to three days, solely because of the fog bank over the Tine. We could fly south and all the way around to the opening at Undella, but then you'd have to circle north again and the round trip would be about the same. So I'll lead you from here to the Tine and through it, which on a normal day would have been a few hours at cruising speed, which is around a hundred and fifty miles an hour. You're Pokemon should be able to create an air resistance buffer to protect you. By the time we get out of the Tine it should be nine at night. Luckily sunset isn't till nine thirty in the Tine at this time of Year. Once we're out of the Tine, you lot will head East until you reach the coast, and then I advise you bed down for the night. From there it's around nine hours flying across the sea to Humilau, straight. At the exit to the Tine, I'll bank west and make for one of the small towns near Lacunosa. I have work there." Alpha Gale explained, taking the map and rolling it up. He handed it to Black, stepping back to the Aerodactyl in the corner.

"Tyl! Wake up!" he shouted, rousing the rock type Pokemon as it shook its head. "Follow me off to the runway. This is your first aerial assault isn't it?"

"It is." Black replied as they released their own flyers, Rick calling out his Skarmory, Aegis an Unfezant, Black himself releasing his Noivern, and Alice sending out her Gliscor.

Black mounted Noivern, the dragon's talons audibly clacking against the stone bricks. Once they reached the runway, their flyer stopped and turned around.

"Okay, so I was also told to get you in formation. Your squadron has an attack leader for the particular mission, as well as his or her side, a rapid flyer to keep attention away, and a stone wall to absorb hits. We fly single file. First comes the wall because your target is bound to see or hear you coming. Behind them is the rapid flyer to divert off immediately once inside the twenty meter radius and distract them. Third is second attacker, building up for the main blow dealt by the main attacker. As soon as you broach the ten meter line, attack leader dives under and goes ahead as wall breaks off, starting the assault with second attacker behind them. This is our flying formation. Get ready."

Rick lined up behind their flyer on Skarmory, Aegis and Alice after him. Black steadied Noivern behind all of them, watching them fly off into the air one by one, slightly queasy at the thought of takeoff. The one thing he and Noivern still had to work on.

He tightened his grip on the reigns as Noivern raised its front claws into the air, leaning back. The dragon type angled its sonic blasting ears downwards and back, away from Black, but facing in the opposite direction they had to fly in. Black closed his eyes in a silent prayer as with an almighty sonic blast Noivern shot into the air, circling into formation behind the others, his ears still ringing.

He joined the circle formation in the air that the others had made to wait for each other as the Aerodactyl banked towards the East and began accelerating to the cruising speed. Black spurred Noivern on to keep up with the others and raced on with them, flying over nothing but barren mountains and plateaus for a while as they headed in the direction of the Tine.

They had left at about ten in the morning and they were making ground as planned. After four hours of nothing, they reached the Tine at around two. Aerodactyl suddenly plummeted into a steep dive, banking off into the fog slowly as the squadron followed him, keeping close enough to see it generally, and at all times hear it.

For another seven hours they flew through the fog, the occasional mountain sides or peaks visible if they went near enough to them, the air drier than that of a desert at the height they were flying at to have ample space for the Pokemon to stretch their wings.

At around nine in the evening they finally broke through the fog layer and as Black glanced over his shoulder, he could see the Tine, the peaks indistinguishable in the fog. He pressed on behind the others as Alpha Gale broke away from them, heading south. They continued on East until they reached the coast line half an hour later, setting down on the beach to make camp.

Rick dismounted with the grace of a construction worker and sat down on the sand for a moment to relax before getting back to work.

"Black, we need fire, Aegis, set up camp, Alice, you and I set up the defenses. Pokemon in this area don't see much of humanity and we don't want any danger." He ordered, standing up wearily and getting to work.

Black walked around the beach, having sent Noivern off to hunt for itself. He picked another pokeball and tossed it into the air, releasing a massive eight foot dragon with dull bronze green scales and an axe at its jaw onto the beach.

"Haxorus, walk with me." He remarked, scratching it between its scales as it let out a low roar, carrying driftwood back to the campsite with him.

"Now, Haxorus, dry it up and set it on fire." Black ordered quietly, sitting down and extending his hands as the axe jawed Pokemon breathed a low blue flame over the wood, draining it of its moisture in a minute and then setting it on fire with ordinary flames.

He recalled Haxorus, looking around at the earthen and stone barriers that Rick had made, frozen solid on the outside by Alice's Beartic. He sat down, waiting for Noivern. After a little while, the Pokemon came back carrying a bloody Bouffalant and looking slightly engorged. It set it down in front of Black and nudged its trainer to return it.

Black recalled the dragon, taking a knife and stripping the Pokemon of its skin and cutting out its flanks for dinner. He took the meat and set it aside on the stones that Aegis had proceeded to set up over the fire and went down to the tide to wash his hands.

Black stared at the moon as he rinsed his hands, the salty water stinging where he had cut his palm earlier while cleaning Rick's insanely designed weapon for him. Rick was the owner of a four sided, windmill shaped staff with curved and hooked blades on each side. It looked ludicrous to examine, but Black had seen Rick fight with it and he would have to be out of his mind to go beyond sparring with Rick. Its unusual shape was due to how Rick had designed it to be dismantled and reconstructed in multiple ways.

The four rods would first be in the original connected cross, then from there Rick could disassemble into four pieces, like swords with stems as long as the compressed blades' heights. He could fix them into two separate staffs, use them as four separate swords, which he was an expert at throwing, and could juggle as well. Or he could go back to the original form, which was brilliant for throwing and damn near invisible when Rick used it.

Black much preferred his own weapon, which was in some was similar, but much simpler and far better suited to his own fighting style. Black's armor, whilst Legion grade, was designed so that his movements with his weapon wouldn't have any recoil on him. He used what seemed like a two ended spear, the pike head razor sharp and able to pierce even metals. The weapon itself functioned as a spear, a staff, and as a backup more than a last resort uncapped the ends to reveal hilt-less swords attached to the spear heads.

Black walked back over to the campfire, having cleaned his hands with a bit of a solution he kept so that his hands wouldn't be running with grease if he needed to fight. He jumped up the wall and grabbed a hold of the safe spot made small enough that Pokemon wouldn't be able to use it, hauling himself over the wall and collapsing on the other side. He was honestly feeling to lethargic to make the effort to climb down the other side of a wall that was only three feet on the other side and he was wearing armor that cushioned falls to some extent.

"Yeah….. One of you lot still has to teach me how to cook." Rick grinned sheepishly and handed over a small bag of spices which Alice had had him pack.

"Give me that. Black come and help me with this." Alice sighed, pulling out an alkaline blade cleaner and taking her sword out. She sliced the meat into four cleaner pieces, trimming the edges off and adjusting them so they were over the heat.

"Season first with a little bit of butter…. We don't have much. Generally more than this. Anyway… Butter to soften it. It'll melt on its own if the meat is on the heat… From there…. Someone give me the bowl." Alice instructed as Black helped her, spreading the butter over the steaks.

"Now… What do we have…? Salt, pepper, garlic, cumin, a few other things. Okay… the first three are necessities. A good amount of salt, pepper and add some garlic to a little bit of butter on the side. Put some herbs in that too. And on the meat. Black, can you help me out here?" Alice looked at him with a face like a mother teaching her child something.

"Sure." He replied, doing as she instructed and watching as Rick helplessly tried to keep up with the simple recipe.

"Okay. So that's pretty much it. Cook the meat. Let the mixture on the side cool and condense after it's cooked and use it mostly as a spread. Soak the steak in a melted bit of it. And voila! Well… There are still maybe ten to fifteen minutes before the steaks actually cook, but yeah. Done." Alice raised her hands in the air. "You really need to learn to be as helpful as Black is." She turned to Black as he looked down, hugging him lightly, her wrists turned away because of the spices on her hands.

"Anyone up for a little spar before we eat?" Rick asked, looking around at them.

"I'll take you." Aegis replied after a minute, taking her Kali sticks from her side and getting up.

Black immediately sat up. He had never actually seen Aegis fight seriously. And with Rick, who was an expert in defensive strategy, she would have to go all out. He had however examined her weapons with her leave before. She had two Kali sticks, or Escrima sticks, for fighting hand to hand at high speeds, each about two feet long, maybe a bit more. They were plain metal, capped with fluorescent blue conductors gridded by the top of the rods, running active with current from the miniature gyroscopic generators inside.

Basically, they were gyroscopic coils on a gimbal inside the sticks, some very small and perfectly round, others extremely thin and elliptical. The more they were moved, or the faster they were moved, the more current they generated. And at a normal fighting pace, they generated enough to deal a good shock and possibly burn.

"For your sake I'm fixing half the coils in these in place." Aegis informed Rick, adjusting them as they climbed over the walls.

"Come on. We're not going to get a chance to see this again." Black whispered to Alice, climbing over the wall and sitting down on the sand outside to watch the battle.

Rick's other weapons consisted of a round shield on a rail running down his right arm. He could have it at his shoulder in a second, or if he gave it enough force in the other direction, flying at his opponent at a dangerous speed. He fitted a leather rim over the honed edges and fixed it at his shoulder. Whilst his fighting style revolved around defense, his philosophy was that to fight well, one must train their other facets as well and use those attributes to elevate their specialty. With his shield and windmill he was a better defensive fighter than anyone on the squad, and he was the best fighter as a whole because he used not only defense to overcome challenges, but pushed others to their limits with his speed and aggressive attacks, not to forget his ingenious thinking. And then there was just how annoying his weapon was as a whole.

Alice clambered over the wall after checking on the meat and sat down next to Black, leaning against him as they sparring began. Aegis was wasting no time and went straight out from the beginning, spinning like a tornado, the endless clicks of her weapons against Rick's drawn shield sending sparks, both from friction and the dispersed current, into the air.

She went further on the offensive, trying to push Rick as far back as possible, but with his shield on his arm and his windmill already spinning in his other hand, it wasn't making much of a difference.

Rick pushed forward with his shield and then took a massive step back, creating a large gap between them and slinging his shield up. He immediately jumped ahead, this time on the offensive, slamming into Aegis's weak defense with his odd fighting style. The windmill was spinning in his hands at full speed, the blades curved on not only one axis, but on all three, deflecting and catching Aegis's weapon with every second. The swiveled in the air, making it the spinning staff look less like a flat disc than anything.

Black watched in awe as Rick pushed, forcing Aegis to move further back before she mimicked Rick's original move of pushing forward for a second and taking a step back. Rick however, had expected it. He stepped back on his own, avoiding Aegis's weak jab and parrying low, forcing her back and lunging forward to keep her on the ground. Aegis was starting to sweat, trying to avoid Rick's analytic moves in the spar.

Alice was quieter than the unmoving sand, perfectly still as she tried to memorize Rick's fighting style and analyze it for whenever she might end up sparring with Rick. That was when Aegis made her comeback. She jumped higher than Black had ever seen her jump, straight over Rick's head and behind him, slamming her charged weapons into Rick's back, shocking him and sending him stumbling. The shield on the back of his right shoulder has taken a good bit of the built up charge, else Rick would have crashed straight into the ground.

She had caught him off guard and was picking up speed, sweat streaming down her face as she moved to fast for someone not moving at a similar pace to track, her movements a blur to Black.

Rick twisted as soon as possible, slinging his shield back to his arm and defending himself. He had been focusing on going on the offensive and pushing Aegis to her limits earlier. Now he was on the defensive. And if Black had no idea what he was going to do. His stratagems consisted of movements that were sporadic and seemed completely unrelated and not at all beneficial, but Black had seen Rick going over a spar once and noticed how he linked everything up to lead to an ultimate victory. He was like a chess grandmaster, playing too far ahead for his opponent to realize they had already lost.

Rick pushed forward and Black bit his lip as he expected Rick to repeat the same back lunge to give himself breathing room. As did Aegis. On the contrary though, Rick didn't move back at all, instead he ducked to avoid the blow Aegis would have dealt to keep him at bay with the lunge, mimicking his own stance earlier. He pushed with his shield Aegis's legs, using the flat side so that he didn't injure her for the mission tomorrow.

She stumbled, slipping and falling in the sand. Rick jumped back and once again switched stances. This time the shield was positioned differently, moved so that he could attack freely, and swiftly. This time, he split the staff into all four pieces, holding two in each hand.

He moved like a dancer, the clumsiness he normally mounted with gone as he stepped lightly on the sand, moving around Aegis and attacking again, tossing two blades into the air and striking with two, dancing like he was on stage. Black realized finally why he constantly had two blades in the air. If he was moving that fast, with a curved blade which could swivel to some extent, he would always hit, but he might not be able to hit with the right part of the sword. For example due to his swiveling, he might hit with the flat side of his blade by accident, multiple times. He was once again, thinking ahead and plotting his steps, throwing the two excess blades into the air at such angles that he could switch for the ones in his hands and deliver optimized blows with every strike.

This was how Rick fought with speed. Where Rick was third amongst them as a battler, he still used his tact and forethought, but he often forgot that it wasn't the same Pokemon carrying out each step, and whilst he was still a brilliant battler, thinking too far ahead put the others ahead of him.

Aegis finally managed to get a good hit in, shocking Rick in the abdomen, and from there she managed to get a few more in, sending Rick stumbling. Black felt the slight weight on his arm lighten and looked to see Alice clambering over the safe spot. She turned back to the fight, looking over the wall.

"Time to stop now guys! Food's ready." Alice cupped her hands around her mouth, shouting to the two on the beach.

The two slowed down and stopped, walking back to the wall and clambering over, Black behind them. He looked at their faces in the fire's lights, grime and sweat covering them. Black took his piece of meat, slicing it with the same knife he stripped the meat with and eating it. He wiped off the juice that was trickling down his chin.

"How is it?" Alice asked, digging into her own meal.

"It's great. Seriously. You need to stop asking every night. Let me put it this way. I'm fairly sure you could make a wooden plank taste good." Black replied, finishing up and lying back against the wall.

"Second watch." He called out, closing his eyes and trying to doze off.

Sleep seemed was evading him as two hours passed by, Black still wide awake. He sat up, checking who was on watch. Alice was sitting by the fire, checking the walls every few minutes, a journal and a pen by her side. Alice was from Icirrus City, one of more isolated parts of the region, cut off from electronic communication of any kind most of the year due to the weather there. Black had seen her sit and write letters home once before.

"Hey." He whispered as she looked up.

"Hi." She replied as he shuffled over to her quietly.

"Writing home?" he whispered back, sitting next to her and looking away from the journal.

"Yeah. My little sisters gets worried when I don't write too often. You have any brothers or sisters?" she asked, leaning against him slightly.

"I have an older brother, and a sister older than him. She just got married and moved to Nuvema with her husband. My brother's a senior of ours." Black replied, blinking a few times as a low breeze started up.

"Family standards to make it here?" she asked without shifting her gaze from a point on the ocean where Pokemon were causing large swells in the tide.

"To make it to higher ranks. My brother's managed it, as has everyone before him, and now it's my turn." Black sighed, the firelight casting a shadow over half his face, highlighting the curves of his face, the reflection in his black eyes making him look far older than he was.

Alice turned to him and examined him, the way the light caught his face and eyes. She let out a quiet laugh, leaning closer to him.

"You know, if you were two or three years older I would have been interested in you. But you're like a little brother to me." Alice sighed contentedly, squeezing him and turning to her watch. "Your shift."

With that Alice shuffled over to her bedroll and settled down for the remainder of the night, closing her eyes and letting the waves lull her to sleep. Black woke up in the morning to nothing new, only Rick handing out cereal bars and packaged milk.

Rubbing his eyes, he accepted one of each, scarfing them down in turn as the last traces of grogginess finally left his eyes.

"Okay folks. From here it's a clear flight off the coast to Humilau, straight down the ocean a bit South of East. It's eight in the morning right now, I want us up and out by eight thirty. Let's go everybody." Rick clapped his hands together, turning towards his Skarmory sitting on the sand outside the barricade.

Black shifted his arm in one of six sequences he had memorized, letting the little crystal sphere containing Noivern roll down his gauntlet into his hand where it expanded in response to the heat and pulse from his fingers. He extended his arm, gripping it tightly as he released the draconic bat onto the beach, letting it gets its bearings before he jumped over the walls and walked to it.

It let out a low screech affectionately, lowering its snout to Black's leg and sniffing him as a greeting.

"Good morning to you too." Black laughed, scratching it behind its massive ears, the one place it hadn't figured out how to reach with its claw ended wings.

He raised his leg, climbing onto Noivern's back as the dragon turned towards the Barricade. Aegis was working with the sand used to make it, remodeling it into a rough likelihood of an Unfezant.

"May I have the honor?" Black asked, mocking a bow on Noivern's back as Aegis simply increased the distance between the statue and herself.

Black took that as the signal to go ahead and tugged one of the reins on Noivern's saddle gently, letting it know what he wanted it to do. Without another noise, Noivern raised its head and breathed in, working slowly for show. The inner parts of its sonic ears were reflecting a deep violet glow and Noivern held the fire in as long as it could, before opening its mouth and releasing a focused stream of blue and red fire across the sand statue, turning it into marble where the blue flames touched and glass where ordinary fire hit it.

"And with that marker that we were here, completely unnecessary by the way, we take off!" Rick announced, his Skarmory shooting off into the sky immediately as the other followed, flying out onto the open ocean.

The flight itself was uneventful apart from a half hour where a Mantine decided to surface and Black flew close to the water, skimming the surface with his hand and flying with it for a moment or two.

It was late in the day by the time they reached Humilau, near six in the evening, and the city was slowing down in terms of activity. Rick stayed in the lead, flying to the tallest building in the aquatic town, a five story establishment which housed the gym and was originally the gym leader's mansion. Black followed the others to the miniscule landing strip and set down, Noivern using as little space as possible with sonic waves to aid the landing.

"Is this the squadron the League sent here to deal with the infected pod?" a man wearing nothing but swimming trunks and holding two orange cones in his hands asked.

"Yes we are. I believe we are to see gym leader Mason before we head out?" Rick replied, assuming his position as de facto leader of the group.

"Follow me." The man signaled, setting his cones down on the ground and walking in the direction of the establishment. He led them into the building and into the main chamber, a massive room with pathways made of bamboo over water, and lily pads ranging in size, from ordinary, to large enough for four people to drift around on, on the water.

He led them all the way to the end of the room, past many people diving in and out of the water, playing with their Pokemon, as he walked straight to the platform at the end, which was open to the sea.

A man with spiked, deep blue hair, tanned skin and two broken legs was sitting on the edge of the platform in a wheelchair, feeding what Black assumed was his Wailord. The gym hand led them over to the man, taking a staff and rapping it against the ground three times as he came to attention.

"Legion Squadron sir." He announced, stepping back and walking away.

The man turned around, staring over his shoulder at the four people there. His sparkling ocean blue eyes stood out against his dark skin, bright with ideas.

"Finally. A Legion Squadron is here. Thank god. I would have done the job myself but as you can probably see, my legs are broken." The man gestured towards the wooden wheelchair and his two legs in leather and steel rodded casts. "I am the Leader of Humilau City, Mason Manson."

"Sir, Echo Squadron reporting for duty. I believe we are to eradicate an infected pod of Gyarados sir. Instructions were to come to you for the bearing and path mapping." Rick replied, his spine as straight as a staff.

"I don't think you need any path mapping. Fly from the south coast with at zero one hundred, and you should find them around five miles out." Manson explained, turning back to his Wailord and feeding it from a bucket next to him.

Rick nodded wordlessly and turned on his heels, marching straight out of the gym. Black silently filed off after the others, keeping in line all the way to the south coast.

"Keep in formation. And do not go nearer than ten meters. Range is imperative right now." Rick jumped onto his bucking Aerodactyl, taking off, Aegis behind him, Alice behind her, and Black last off all.

Black stayed high above the water, not straying close to the ocean's surface this time as they flew silently for a few minutes, nearing their targets. Rick pulled into a steep dive immediately at what Black assumed was the five mile marker, twisting around the pod of Gyarados visible in the distance and flying back up.

The four flyers circled in the air, naught but his heartbeat audible to Black. He circled behind the others, waiting for Rick to make the first move as he examined the pod. Around twelve Gyarados, each twenty to thirty feet long, were snaking around in a particularly deep patch of water.

Black felt the pressure build in his ears as he pulled into a dive after the others, assuming position. He could hear every pulse of his heart as Rick drew in a barrage of attacks, dodging them all and breaking off, Aegis catching the Gyarados' eyes and distracting them. He gulped nervously as Alice and her Pokemon fired off an array of ice beams, striking the serpents all over and freezing the water between their scales, causing them all to freeze and collapse in panic momentarily as he pulled into attack.

He pulled back on Noivern's lower reigns, waiting. A crackling sound grew until it was clearly audible to Black, Noivern firing off the thunder bolt right before they approached ten meters and blasting them with sonic waves, propelling itself back into the sky to a safe distance until it caught an undercurrent and began to glide smoothly, looking for the next opening.

He dove sharply, readying another crystal sphere in his hand and releasing his Eelektrik into the ocean, the small electric type holding an advantage over the massive serpents by typing. He noticed Alice releasing a large otter like Pokemon wearing shell armor into the water, the Samurott joining the fray below.

He wove between the seven surfaced serpents, watching as Aegis and Rick took down two by tangling them with each other and delivering a massive thunderbolt to them from another Pokemon of Aegis's. He himself dove again, focusing on the same Gyarados that had taken the major brunt of Noivern's earlier thunderbolt, the burn marks easily visible all over its hide.

He tugged on Noivern's reigns again, this time a different one, causing Noivern to charge the next attacks and get ready. Crackling spheres of electricity formed in Noivern's mouth, and all the way down its maw as far as possible.

Black tugged Noivern's reigns sharply as they turned around to face Gyarados's underbelly, noting Eelektrik and Samurott attacking it from below. Eelektrik was latching onto it with its razor toothed suction mouth and tearing off scales like they were skin, digging into the flesh below and shocking Gyarados enough to burn and seal the wound to prevent the infection from spreading. Samurott was simply charging their chinks head on with its spear, impaling them repeatedly.

Noivern fired off six Electro Balls in sequence, two missing all together, three hitting Gyarados in various places along its body and one going down its forever open maw and exploding inside. Noivern immediately banked upwards after firing off, getting away as Black watched the Serpent fall to the ocean, smoke rising from its maw, its eyes rolled over in its head.

Black looked around, taking a head count and finding eight of the twelve Sea Serpents still alive. Noivern banked sharply, preparing another array of attacks, much more quickly this time, and firing off six pulses off deep indigo energy at the remaining Gyarados, four finding their marks in the fray.

He kept moving, Noivern speeding up and releasing a vacuum wave in its wake, leaving three Gyarados with long gashes across their bodies, which Alice promptly electrocuted to seal and then froze. He led the dragon between the remaining six serpents, thankful that he had his squadron, keeping an eye on the remaining serpents.

The chaos carried on until there were only three Gyarados left, each one of them weak and wary. Black had marked his target and was steady on his way to take it down. He led Noivern into a bank around its body, spiraling around the dragon as Noivern charged two attacks, one massive Electro Ball, and Steel wings. The bat dragon rose higher, firing off the former into The Gyarados's maw as its jaw closed into Noivern.

In that one moment, Noivern sliced straight through the Gyarados's body, all the way to its spine, as the serpent's lower fang pierced Noivern's body, tearing through it and cutting a long deep gash in Black's leg.

Black yelled in pain as he lost consciousness, the wound bubbling yellow as he plunged towards the ocean, landing in contact with the blood spilling from Gyarados's unsealed wound, Noivern hitting the ocean next to him and sinking to the bottom.

"BLACK!" Alice screamed out to no avail, diving low as the other two serpents were slain, trying to find him. She however, was outpaced by a sleek glowing form.

Black's Eelektrik raced over to him, wrapping its tail around his waist and dragging him away from the site as the others dutifully froze the patch of ocean over to kill the infection.

Aegis dove low, releasing a large Swellow, which took Black from the still glowing Eelektrik and carried him away, the eel like Pokémon's form too bright to distinguish as the safety mechanism in the pokeball triggered and recalled it.

Aegis led the way, flying right next to her Swellow and fixing Black into the saddle. Within minutes they were at Humilau again. Rick came to a sudden landing at the strip by the gym, taking Black from Swellow as soon as it landed and running to the gym with him, Aegis and Alice close behind.

He barreled through the door and straight into the clearly marked infirmary to the left.

"Someone! Help! We have an infection!" Rick shouted, getting a doctors attention. The man rushed over to them as Rick set Black down on a bed, the unconscious teenager having random convulsions every now and then.

"Is this dragon sickness?" The doctor asked, examining the bubbling yellow wound.

"Yes. We were fighting infected Gyarados." Alice replied tearfully, clinging onto Aegis.

"Fly him to Lacunosa immediately. Only Lacunosa and Opelucid can deal with this." The doctor ordered them, stepping back as Rick took Black once again.

"Right. Aegis, take him and fly as fast as you can. Alice, keep them safe. I'll report to the legion and then join you two in Lacunosa." Rick breathed deeply and sprinted off back to Aegis's Pokemon, strapping Black into the saddle on top of her Swellow. Aegis herself followed immediately afterwards and swung herself into the saddle on her Unfezant, taking off.

Alice sprinted up from behind Rick, touching him momentarily on his shoulder to say something.

"Go." Rick stopped her, gesturing towards her waiting Gliscor.

Alice nodded, running to Gliscor and taking off with the ground type. Rick was left alone on the landing strip by the gym, watching the three Pokemon grow smaller and smaller in the distance. He waited until they were out of sight before he walked back down to the Gym, walking in and looking around for someone.

"Are you perhaps looking for the gym leader?" a young woman wearing a full body swimming suit asked him, hefting a large surfboard over her shoulder.

"I guess. Where is he?" Rick asked, taking a step towards her.

"In the chamber with the lily pads, at the back, reading." She replied, biting her lip and walking off.

Rick nodded absentmindedly once she was gone, walking into the chamber and making his way to the back, where Mason was sitting in his wheelchair, reading a book about aquatic plants.

"Sir, the pod is dead and frozen over, but one of our own was infected. We've sent him off to Lacunosa. If I may use the communication facilities to contact the League and the Legion?" Rick asked, looking down to the floor.

"You have my condolences. Go ahead." Mason replied without looking up from the book.

Rick walked over to a side spot where he could see an Ethernet wire sticking out of the wall and sat down. He pulled his computer, an older one, out of his bag and connected it to the wire. Starting it up, he wrote out an email to their superiors, summarizing the whole event.

"Thank you sir." Rick got up, packed away the computer and left, heading for Skarmory so he too could leave.

* * *

><p>It was around seven in the morning when Aegis and Alice reached Lacunosa, the vast majority of the city asleep. Alice flew ahead, leading Aegis and Swellow down to the gates of the biggest house in the city, which she was assuming was Black's parents' house by his name.<p>

The flyers touched down outside the metal rodded gates, hitting the ground hard and shocking the guards into defensive position. The two startled sentries took a moment to examine the intruders, before recognizing the face of their employer's youngest child.

"Go ahead." The one on the right stated, cranking open the gates and creating a path for the girls to take Black inside.

They ran as fast as they could to the mansion doors, using the knocker around two dozen times before someone came to open the door. Standing behind the door was a man who looked a lot like Black, but his face was filled in, his eyes and hair grey, and his stature different, not to mention the two extra inches of height he had on Black. Alice wordlessly showed him Black.

The man stared in shock, before his sense of protection kicked in and he took Black in his arms beckoning for them to follow and running inside. Alice followed him down through an open courtyard to an empty bedroom, where the man laid Black down on the bed.

He picked up the phone attached to the wall and dialed a number rapidly, waiting for the person on the other side to pick up.

"Hello? Stanley? Black's been injured. Very badly. We need you here now. With your whole team." He spoke down the line, cutting it as Black went into a seizure like spasm his eyes open.

"My name is Nicolas Lacunosa. I'm Black's father. Tell me everything when I get back. Until then, hold him down." He ordered, running out of the room.

Alice obeyed without hesitation, trying to clamp down her teammates legs with her hands, motioning for Aegis to try and hold his arms down before he fell or injured himself. She caught the gist of Alice's gestures and grabbed a hold of him, keeping him down as they waited. A few minutes later, Ryan Lacunosa came speeding back in with a bundle of rope and a small hunting knife.

He cut the rope into sections, going to each of Black's limbs and tying them down to the sides of the bed so as to keep him grounded. He let go with a sigh once he was done and walked to the wall.

"Now then… Walk with me to the courtyard and tell me what happened exactly." He opened the door and walked back out through one corridor to the courtyard.

He pulled up a deck chair and sat down, leaning back in it as he checked his watch.

"This was our third mission sir. We were assigned to the job of slaying a pod of Gyarados infected with Dragon Sickness off the coast of Humilau. Their gym leader is currently disabled, so they requested aid from the League. So we flew out to the site. We slew nine of them, and were taking down the last three. We knocked out two as Black went in for the kill on the last one. But it surprised everyone and clamped its jaw down on his Noivern. Tore through it and into Black's leg. Noivern also happened to slit its body down to the spine with a steel wing. We were too slow to seal or freeze the wound and he crashed into water contaminated with its blood. Then that happened to him." Aegis explained, Alice unable to speak anymore.

There was a moment of silence before Nicolas stood up, turning towards another corridor.

"I'm going to go wake up the rest of the family." He stated, walking off down the corridor and into the house.

Alice and Aegis waited for another ten minutes before he returned, going straight to the door. Once again he came back, this time with the doctor and his crew, leading them straight to Black as he laid out the situation for them to examine.

Alice stared blankly at a window looking into the courtyard, the reflection of her soulless eyes more than unnerving for Aegis. Soon enough though, her attention was drawn away. A large sphere of light formed in the center of the courtyard, crackling with electricity, growing in size until it was the size of an Aerodactyl. The sparks stopped slowly and the glow died down, revealing a young woman with gleaming black hair and icy grey eyes, her posture elegant and her dress freshly ironed.

Standing next to the woman was what Aegis assumed was a psychic type Pokemon, a white feminine humanoid Pokemon with green 'hair' and highlights around the body that resembled a thin dress, and a red protrusion from its chest.

"Thank you Juliet." The woman spoke softly, turning towards the psychic type.

"Might I ask who you are?" the woman's attention was drawn to them as she stepped forward.

"We're Black's squadron. Or well, most of it." Alice replied, finally speaking.

"Under other circumstances I'd exchange pleasantries longer, but not today. I am White Lacunosa, Black's older sister." She looked back at Juliet. "And this is Juliet, my oldest Pokemon. Now if you'll excuse me, I'm going to go see my brother."

With that she walked off towards the room where she could see the doctor and his crew through a small window. Moments later another person entered the courtyard from the corridor opposite the room where Black was. The person was literally an older, taller version of Black, with slightly longer hair and grey eyes. Grey Lacunosa. Alice and the others had met him before. Knowing he was Black's brother, he had been assigned to them for orientation. He nodded in their direction before yawning and walking towards the room.

Aegis shifted slightly, hearing an unusual noise she couldn't place. She looked around, to find out it was Alice crying.

"Alice, what's going on?" Aegis asked, walking over to her and sitting down next to her, placing a hand on each shoulder.

"It's just... It's just that I could have stopped him from getting infected!" She sobbed, placing her face in her hands.

"Listen to me Alice. You couldn't have. I said he fell into water mixed with the blood, but what I didn't mention because it was irrelevant, is that some of the original blood spray did hit him as Noivern killed the damned beast. None of us could have done anything." Aegis looked at her, holding her steady as she looked up sobbing.

It took her a minute, but eventually she managed to stop crying and nodded at Aegis, taking a corner of her shirt under her armor and wiping her eyes off. They sat there in silence for another half hour until Nicolas, Grey and White came out of the room with the doctor and a woman who looked a lot like White, one Aegis assumed was Black's mother.

"What can be done?" Nicolas asked straight away, cutting to the chase.

"I have one question for you. Does he have dragon's blood like the rest of your family?" the doctor asked, staring at them.

"Yes." Grey replied without waiting a moment.

"Then he can be saved. But it will take a very long time." The doctor informed them, his expression a bit worried.

"How long? A month, two months?" White asked, crossing her arms.

"Four years, if I remember correctly." Nicolas stated quietly, looking at the doctor. "Am I right?"

"Yes… you are. It will take him four years to recover fully and be able to do anything he could before the incident. I will have to put him into a coma for around three years, during which time we can manually control his body. What we'll do is create an alternated blood flow in him using external piping. And freeze through it to kill the virus. That alone will take up to two of the years we have. After that it's extraction of what extremophile cells of the virus remain, which will take up the third year. A month or two go into recovery from that and waking up. From there its physical conditioning for six months because he will undoubtedly grow, and then he should be fine. But I need to apply a psychic seal to him right now. The only reason he's still alive is because he has Dragon's blood which is struggling to keep the virus at bay." The doctor explained.

"Do it. If it's the only way he'll live, then do it." Black's mother whispered, just loud enough for the doctor to catch.

He nodded, heading off to the room immediately as the family stood silently. Half an hour passed like this, the four family members silent and unmoving, until the doctor returned, a Reuniclus behind him.

"It is done. Now we can start fighting to keep him with us. It'll be a long battle, but one we can win." The doctor sighed, looking to the sky. Grey looked at the floor for a moment before he spoke.

"Four years…. Time to start counting seconds."


End file.
